I0                MUTINY MEMOIRS.
small mob of htdiwshes* prominent
among whom I recognised my own night
watchman, attacked him. The chowki-
dar thrust at him with his spear as he
was crossing the wall, and cut open his
lips. To my joy he fired one barrel of a
gun which he carried with him, and shot
the brute dead. He then dropped on to
the ground on the other side, and dis-
appeared from view. Later on will be
found his subsequent adventures : for I
rejoice to say he escaped with his life.
At this moment an infantry sepoy,
armed with a sword, made a sudden
swoop with it at my head I had not
drawn my sword, and had only time to
dig a spur into my horse's Sank and force
him almost on to my enemy. This spoilt
his stroke, and his tulwar fortunately
missed its aim, and only cut my right
shoulder cord. By this time I had pull-
ed my weapon out of its scabbard, but
the sepoy declined any further sword-
play, and promptly climbed over a wall